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loud-speaker magnifies the King's voice. It magni-
fies also the roar of the flying machines so that you
hear the order much as the squadron leader high in
the air hears it, coming up from the green earth
through the thunder of the engines—the voice of the
King.
I stand there, among the thousands of people who
make Hendon Aerodrome look like a racecourse,
and I feel that we are unconsciously witnessing an
historic sight. I remember those Kings of England
who have stood on hills and sent orders to their bow-
men and their horsemen, I think how thrilled we
should be could we put back the clock and hear
Edward III order the advance of Crecy, how roman-
tic it would be to have heard Henry V harangue
his troops before he flung them into the Battle of
Agincourt . . . and at the Air Force Pageant
we hear the King of England speak to nine black
hawks in the sky ; and the hawks wheel to his
bidding.
Girls stand on chairs, men (who were in the
Air Force during the War) explain to them those
technicalities which women pretend to hear, soldiers,
sailors, members of Parliament, and the air attaches
of foreign Powers gaze upward through the after-
noon at the surprising pageant of British air power
unfolded against a petulant English sky.
I watch four squadrons drill as perfectly as the
Guards drill on parade, keeping a straight line, wing
tip to wing tip, booming through the heavens like a
flight of wild duck, slowly altering the pattern of
their progress, wheeling, changing formation, exact,
and sinister with death-dealing power. As they
come out of the distance, black dots that grow in
size each second, black dots that hum like a nest
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